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Author's Notes: 

Prompt: Children of Bodom, Lamb of God - Give me some adorable G-rated fluff with these two! (Alexi 
Laiho/Randy Blythe) This story is fictive and doesn't represent real events. No harm or insult is intended and 
it is written with affectionate feelings for the two protagonists. | don't profit from this story! | hope, whoever 
might have wished for this, enjoys it! 


The morning, | woke up to his phone call. Alexi was asking me whether he could crash at my place for a couple 
of nights. He said he would explain when he was there. He had sounded quite upset, agitated. Perhaps he was 


crying. 


| really liked that guy. He was a cool, crazy motherfucker - but he did it in a cool style. He had that honesty 
that derived straight from the depths of his heart, making him audacious and shy at the same time, without 
looking fake, you know.. He was authentic whatever he was doing, be it stupid or not. Because he did quite a 
few stupid things in his life, he got stupidly drunk, and wearing that emo eyeliner and black nail-polish was 
pretty dumb, if you asked my opinion - but the things he did on his guitar were not stupid at all, neither were 
his complicated yet catchy melodies. The boy was a walking marvel, and the more | had hung out with him, 


during our first common tour the previous year (getting stupidly drunk together, | have to confess), the more 


my mind had been wandering around him. 


"What's up now, Alexi? Did she dump you and have no place to go”", | teased him, as | opened my door to 


welcome him. He had always been receptive to jokes and had a sense of humor. 


He looked rather torn and worn this time, paler than | recalled, maybe because the fucking gayliner was 
smudged all around his cute, boyish face, after crying his soul out. He was dejected, so | didn’t feel like poking 
more fun at him. It was obvious that he was not in the mood for jokes, so | could stick to my friendly 


concerns. 


His face looked so different when serious and glum - and unnervingly sober - than what | was mostly 
accustomed to when we were on tour and partying and fooling around. He kinda looked fragile and smaller, like a 
child that needed his parents' safe hug, or like a girl, scared to do it for the first time. A surge of 
protectiveness emanated from my heart for him at that moment. | hugged him affectionately, perhaps a bit 
fatherly, and patted his narrow back, earning a questioning look. Maybe | had crushed him with my strength 
but | didn't do it on purpose, | swear, and he didn't protest. 


| could feel his backbone and shoulder blades cringe beneath his jacket, with my firm grip. He was small like a 


sparrow. 


He dropped his sack and returned my hug. To be more precise, he found refuge there, burying his face in my 
chest. | could smell his fine hair, fruity and clean and a bit smokey.. He had smoked some cigarettes before 
coming, | assumed. It upset me when | realized | was analyzing minor details about him, like his smell and the 
fine texture of his blond strands, brushing my lips while we were embracing. However, the sensation was 


inviting and the boy was like screaming "eat me alive"! 
Before getting too awkward, he disentangled himself and moved further into my house. | had totally forgotten 
that we were still standing at the threshold, like fools, letting all of the heat escape out, in the cold, while we 


could make ourselves more comfortable on the couch, over a bottle of beer and some pizza 


"Come in and make yourself at home..", | said, looking at him still perplexed - because all | could suddenly focus 
on was his petite figure and his beautiful eyes, rather than the aggressive frontman of the Children of Bodom. 


Get your shit together, Randy, | mentally slapped myself, and followed him, closing the door behind me. 


"Let me show you to your room, where you can leave your stuff and then we can have a drink and something 


to eat, alright?", | started guiding him." You can take a shower if you want, relax a bit and yeah... whatever." 


"Sure..", he complied as he was looking around him, exploring my ..humble abode with those big, inquisitive blue 


eyes. 


"Hey, this way..", | opened the door of the guest room and turned on the light switch. " I've put on fresh 
sheets... I'll bring you a blanket, in case you are cold - it gets really cold at night, you know.. and here are 
some Towels, one for the shower, one for your face - sorry for the pink color, but I'm not good at laundry 
and | washed them together with some red shit..", | felt compelled to explain and he smiled sweetly. It was the 
first time he smiled today - that irresistible, contagious smile. | wondered if he was interested or even 
knowledgeable about laundry, or was | talking nonsense to him, in my attempt to conceal my tension..? " At 
least they are clean.. The towels | mean..", but he dismissed the notion with a wave of his hand; obviously he 
didn't give a damn whether his towels were blue, black, or dirty pinkish, like the ones | had offered him. " And 
that's the bathroom.. You can borrow my soaps and my very special hair conditioner if you want..", | was too 
eager to make fun of my sole bottle of multi-purpose shampoo that | used - which apparently wouldn't meet 
up the standards for his fine and perfectly shaped coiffure. " I'll go now and order pizza, ok? I'll be waiting in 


the living room..." 
"OKI", he said, stabbing me with his eyes in a meaningful, yet shy way that drove me crazy. 
The hell, Randy, wake up! ..Getting off with the looks of a naughty little dude, man.. Shit! 


| rushed into the living room, because | couldn't stand gazing at him, humiliating myself over a youngster! | 
was supposed to help him, comfort him in a way, give him my (mature) advice, not ogle him, or, make a pass 
at him (though maybe that's the kind of assistance he would be expecting of me). | knew that he was pretty 
open-minded in that field, having seen him experimenting with his keyboardist, but | didn't know how serious he 
was about it, and the last thing | was informed about him was that he was dating an American girl - that's 
why he was in the States, in the first place.. Well, | suppose that something had gone terribly wrong between 
them and he had ended up here, in my house, instead of her bed. 


| remembered that | had promised to give him a fucking blanket, so before | forgot all about it, | grabbed one 
from the linen closet and went back to his room, to give it to him. | opened the door without knocking, too 


preoccupied with my ..dirty thoughts about him. 


| didn't expect to find him stark naked, in the middle of the room fretting perplexed over his bag - though, now 
that | come to think about it, that would be the right thing to do, right? It made sense to get rid of the 
travelling clothes, before taking a shower, then slouching on a couch, tucking into bed.. Right? 


The spectacle upset me so much that | let out a gasp! He didn't even flinch, and if he was ashamed or 
surprised, he never showed, nor did he do anything to cover his nakedness... | passed him the bundled blanket, 
unable to take my eyes off of him, and he smiled smugly, while he was tidying the blanket ..somewherel OK, 
the boy was not stupid - he would have already realized my fondness for him. 


"Sorry to intrude - it's.. | just wanted to give you this damn blanket.. I'm going..." 
"No problem, dude.. Thanks! It's not that you haven't seen a naked man before, right? I'm gonna take a shower 


and find you in the living-room if that's OK with you..", he said and those bright marbles for eyes that he had, 


suddenly sparkled with a mischievous gleam. He was self-aware of his charm, that's for sure - yet he was 


still modest and insecure.. Maybe it was all because he was so young and still questioning... Exploring. Perhaps 
he lacked any kind of actual experience, more than the sweet pecks he had exchanged with that other brunette 


boy.. Whatever... | don't know, man.. Shit, I'm a horny, rambling old man... 


He walked into the bathroom, brushing past me. | felt the warm skin of his milky buttock caress my dangling 
hand, as he was moving in front of me, nonchalantly, and suddenly, all of my blood moved southwards, pooling 
between my legs, making my trousers feel tight and thick and .patchy? | wanted to grope the flesh, feel him, 


the texture of his skin, trace the curve of his muscle.. 


Instead, | rushed into the kitchen really upset, rooted out a beer from the fridge and cracked it open, guzzling 
the cool liquid in one gulp, before | started feeling more comfortable in my own clothes again. Fuck! | wanted 


so desperately to do something to him - anything! 


| took another beer, and lit a smoke, to compose myself, and relax a bit of the testosterone rush. The pizza 
order arrived and | paid the delivery-boy, placing the big boxes on the coffee table. The smell made my 
stomach groan. | sank into the couch myself, put on some music - a Misfits CD that was left in the stereo 
from the previous time - and waited for him. Quite impatiently, | must add.. 


Less than ten minutes had passed and he made his appearance in my living-room, shy, his eyes downcast, 
wearing only a pair of black sweatpants and the lousy-pink towel around his shoulders, revealing a hairless pale 
torso, bluish veins forming an intricate network on display. His hair was still humid, combed straight and 
backwards, exposing his prominent forehead and beautiful, clean face. He looked really pretty, devoid of the 
make-up and shit, freshly shaven. Once again | found it hard to stop gaping at his beauty, which he kinda 
perceived and blushed, before plopping down onto the couch, next to me. His knee poked my thigh and | 
restrained a moan. | didn't budge, though, secretly enjoying the contact. 


"Thanks for putting me up, man..", he said and looked me straight in the eyes. | smiled clumsily and offered him 


a beer. 

"No shit, man.. That's what friends are for, right?" 

"| quess..", and he took a long swig. 

"But I'd like to know what's your predicament.. You don't seem like your normal self, you know.. ls there 
something wrong?", | asked, focusing my eyes on his throat, as he was swallowing his beer, his delicate Adam's 
apple bobbing with each gulp, his pale skin marked with a couple of red shaving cuts, his well-defined jawline, 
his lips latching on the fucking can.. | was absorbed in the way those lips nursed the beer from the can and 
suddenly felt jealous of the damn tin! Hell! | wanted to kiss him! 


"Well. As you have already suspected.. She dumped me... Left me in the middle of our trip together...” 


"Like that? No way, man! What happened?” 


"Well. It was not about what happened, but, uh.. what didn't happen..", he said and blushed embarrassed. 


"Oh! | see..", it dawned on me then and tried to sound more casual and kinda funny, | guess: " Huh... She couldn't 


put up with your music anymore?" 
"That too, | suppose...” 


"So, another girl is ticked off the list.. No problem man, shit happens in life. You are still young! Who's next in 
line?", | didn't know what exactly to tell him, that would sound appropriate and normal, having those eager eyes 


locked on me, skinning me alive! 


"Next? Damn, | dunno man.. Hopefully somebody..? Who can tolerate me? It seems that there's an innate flaw 


in me..", and | laughed at his self-criticism. 
"No, come on! You're good", | patted his thigh spontaneously. 
"You think?", and he suddenly became serious. 


But, hey, not serious, like in court serious.. He was more like not joking, more expectant and receptive to all 


those subtle notions that passed unspoken between us... 


| took a long drag from my cigarette while staring at him intensely. | was seduced by his beauty, by his 
sensual lips, his fucking sad eyes. So fragile and sweet.. | wanted to tell him that, of course, every girl would 
be another failure for him - wasn't that too obvious? - and what, was he dumb and couldn't just fucking 
realize it and make everybody's life easier? The image of Alexi kissing his keyboardist - another dorky, lanky, 
modest boy - popped up in my mind, and it seemed so appealing; they were so beautiful together that | was 
instantly aroused by the mere thought of them being intimate with each other. | could picture them both 
naked and shy in bed, trying to approach one another clumsily, sweet lips on supple flesh, trembling hands 


groping with affection and | wanted to cry at the sheer beauty it evoked | craved their innocence! 


It was so obvious to me. But he needed confirmation. He needed to try new stuff, he needed To test his limits. 
Probably it would be his first time - and the thought was so tantalizing: splitting those lean thighs apart, 
caressing him tenderly between them to make him relax, earn his trust, eliminate his insecurities and fears, 
taking care of his manhood - pink and clean and leaking - before entering his virgin shrine... | sighed as | 
marveled at his boyish, yet naughty face, while the fantasy was coursing through my brain mercilessly, 
getting a real grip on my body. It ached, not to attack him, it ached not to touch him and kiss him and ravage 


his slim body like a savagel | think | let out a low groan of arousal and discomfort. 


"You're damn beautiful, Laiho.. You know that..", and palmed his soft cheek tenderly, running my thumb across 
his supple lips. He reciprocated and sighed deeply, rubbing his cheek against my hand, parting his lips in 


anticipation. He wanted more. 


| couldn't do it. He was too perfect to desecrate him. It would have been too easy! He was sitting there, all 
ready and vulnerable.. Ready to surrender! | knew | could sway him to my sex and make him mine! In fact, 
that's what he was waiting for - he had prepared himself for that! | could easily make out the bulge of his 
erection, stretching the soft fabric of his sweatpants, and | had to admit that | was curious to feel him; it 


looked well proportioned, alluring... 


| think it would have been a pity to take him, no matter how much | yearned for him. It would have been 
obscene to contaminate him with some older man's perversity. | think that it should be someone else's 
privilege, and | didn't want to steal it from that other boy.. | think they would deserve that gift, so for once, | 
wouldn't be the dickhead | normally tended to bel | retracted my hand from his face, exhaling a big plume of 


smoke. 


His dazed and horny eyes were shadowed with worry at my unexpected retreat. Normally | would be kissing 


him, yet, there was |, picking up a slice of pizza instead, in my attempt to quell my desire. 
"What's wrong..?", he asked timidly. 

"Nothing's wrong, sweety.. You're too perfect." 

"| thought." - but | cut him mid-sentence: 


"| think you'd better pack and fly straight to him, in a Christmas package... Tell him Santa sends him his .. 
belated present for a happy new year!" 


"Wha.. What are you talking about..?", he blushed - of course, he knew, he was just so, so, so fucking, 
arousingly shy! 


"Oh, boy... | think you already know... Both of you, guys deserve this..", and | winked at him. 


Suddenly, | felt that | was a better human, after that. | felt that | did right by them, that | somehow 
contributed to ..god's will and | wouldn't go straight to hell, as my life had already guaranteed for mel 


That night, after he had retreated to his bed, | found myself lurking, or, no, literally crawling outside his room, 
struggling not to make any creaky noises. | held my breath and peeped through the keyhole of his door. The 
light on the nightstand was still on, but he was asleep, lying naked, on his side, on the bed, in what seemed to 
be an embryo position | made out the details of his abs, the jutting hipbones, the curves of his chest, the 
smooth shadow of his masculinity, soft and limp, as he was submerged into sleep. Tears rose up to my eyes 
and a throbbing tingling woke my body again, to the intriguing stimulus. | jerked off twice, watching his slack 
body through the keyhole and it was painful not to moan out loud - not to mention barge in and tear his 
thighs apart, like the dickhead I've tended to be! 


The end 


> 


